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rest joining in from time to time. The song over, the trees were
handed along the line of men to the end of the row where the
roots were quickly severed and the rest discarded. The stripped
roots were then laid upon the flat stones, four men seating
themselves at each. At a given signal they began to pound the
roots by means of a small smooth stone held in the hand. The
striking of the large flat stones produced music, for they are so
cut that each gives forth a different note and under the skilfol
pounding of the islanders a distinct tune is produced, the time
and air, & such it can be called, changing at intervals. The roots
thoroughly broken up, the fibre was wrapped in great plaintain
leaves after being copiously sprinkled with water. Seized by
their two ends the leaves are twisted and under the pressure the
Cassava is extracted. The juice was collected in coco-nut cups
and carried to the elders of the chief families, men and women
who remained seated apart from the main gathering, at the same
time we were served with the beverage. The manner of present-
ing it is curious. The cup is held in an extended right hand, the
left forearm crossed beneath it at a right angle—a sign no doubt
of deference and respect. I found the Cassava tasteless and
gritty.
The feast proceeded. Pigs were roasted whole by being
encased in heated stones. On some of the flesh, eaten with many
fruits, we breakfasted seated in a small garden on the edge of the
forest. Away across the narrow strait that separates Metalamin
from the main island, lay the deep ravines and high peaks of
Ponape. Opposite us on the other shore rose a sugar loaf of
basalt, a vast pillar of rock of gigantic dimensions. Around us the
vegetation was of marvellous beauty—the forest with its shady
glades and festoons of climbing plants, its palms and its flowering
shrubs and here and there small patches of blazing sunlight.
At the little quay the whole population had collected to bid
us farewell, the painted warriors and a few little Japanese school-
children, the native women in their nightgown dresses and a few
officers in uniform* As I passed down the line of islanders, one
more savage in appearance almost than the rest in his full war-
paint, stepped out and introduced himself to me, speaking
English with the accent of an educated man* " I am an
American," he said* ** My father settled here and married
a Chiefs daughter. I was born fifty-eight years ago and I have
never left this island. I cannot quite call myself your com-
patriot but you English and we Americans are kindred races and

